DEATH and the LAD 


Or, The Great Meſſenger of Mottality. 


DEATH. 
FAR lady, lay your cuſtly robes afide, 
M s longer may you glory in your pride, 
Tate leave of all your carnal vain delight, 
I'm come to ſummon you away to night. 


+ LAUDE. FIR 

bat bold attempt is this, pray let me know © 
Frem %hence you come, and whither I muſt yo? 
Shall I, who am à lady, ſicop or bow 
o ſuch a pale- ac d viſage, Who art thou? 

2 ' DEATH. i 

D3 you not know me? Well, I'll tell you then, 
» "7s T that conquer all the ſons cf men, 

No pitch of honeur from my dart is free, 

Ty name is DEATH, have you not beard of me? 

| LADY. 
Yes, I have heard of thee time after time, 
But being in the glory of my prime, 


I did not think you would have called fo ſoon, 


IWhy muſt my morning ſun go down at noon ? 


DEATH. 


Talk not ef noon, you may 46 well be mute, 
' This is no time at all for to diſpute, 


Tour riches, jewels, gold, and garments brave, 
Your bouses and lands, muſt ail new maſters baue, 


' [hough they by age are full of grief and pain, 
Pet their appointed time they muſt remain.” 


My heart is cold, I tr = at the news, 
Here's bags of gold if excuſe 
And ſeize on thoſe, thul finiſh thou the strife, 

On ſuch as are wea | | 
Are there not many bojnd in priſon firong, 

In bitter grief of ſoulpave languiſh'd long. 

' Frem all would find ag rave à place of reſt, 
From all their grief inwhich they are oppreſs d 
Beſides, there's many 
And palſy joints, 


Sip 
bou wilt me excuſe, - 


of their life; 


ith their haary beaas 
wich their joys are fled. 


DEATH. 


Though thy vain hear, to riches was inclin d, 

Yet thou muſt die and [eve them all behind, 

I come to none before 

And when it is they 

IT take no bribe, believe me, this is true, 
Prepare yourſelf to gd, I'm come for you. 


y warrant's ſeal d, 
uſt ſubmit and yield; 


Death, be not ſo ſevere, let me obtain 

live and reign; © 
if thou my life wilt ſpare, 
autiful and fair, | 


1 little longer 
. Hain would I ſtay, 

1 have. a daughter bt 
I'd live to ſee her und, whom I adore, 


Grant me but (his ont Iwill ask 10 more. 


* 


DEATH. 

This is a lender frivolous excuse, 

[1 baye you faft and will not let you los ſe, 
Leave ber to Providence, for you muſt go 
Along with me, whether you will or u; 

J. Death, command kings to leave their crowns 
And at my feet they lay their ſceptres down, 


ff unto kings this favor [ yot give, ' 


But cut them off, can you expect to live 
B:yond the limit of your time and ſpace ? 
No, I muſt ſend you to another place. 

| LADY. 
You learned Goficrs now expreſs your Ei, 
And let not Death of me obtain his will, 
Prepare your cordiats, let me comfort find, 
Aud gold ſhall fly like chaſſ before the wind. 

DEATH. 

Forbear to call, their ill will never do, 
They are but mortals here as well as you, 
I give the fatal wound, my dart is ſure, 
Tis far beyond the doctor's ſtill to cure; 
How freely can you let your riches fly 
To purchaſe death, rather than yield to die, 
But while you flouriſh'd here in all your late, 
You would not give one penny to the poor, 
Tho' in God's name their ſuit to you did pour; 
Tos would not ſpare one penny for his ſake; = 


| My Lord beheld wherein you did amiſs, 


And calls you hence ta give account for this, 
| or. | 

O, Bea vy news] muſt I no longer ſtay ? 
How shall I fland in the great judgment day? 
Down from ber eyes the chryftal tears did flw, 
She ſaid, * None knows what I do undergo, 
Upon a bed of forrow here I lie, 

My carnal life makes me afraid to die; 

My fins, alas! are many, groſs and $0ul, 
Lord Jeſs Chriſt have mercy on my ſoul ; 
And though I-do deſerve thy righteous 

Yet pardon, Lord, and ſend a bleſſing down, 


ben with a dying figh ber heart did break, 
And did the pleaſures of this twerld for salbe. 


Ius may we ſee the high and mighty fall, 
For cruel Death ſbetus no reſpect at all 

To any one of high or low degree, 
Great men ſubmit to death as well as we ; 
Though they are gay, their lives are but a Shan 


A lump of clay—/o vile à creature's man; 
ben happy thoſe whom Chriſt hath mude his own, 
Die in the Lord and they bleſſed are. 3 
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